252
Men ran into the shop with hoses, they came rush-
ing back, for thick black smoke was swirling out of
the back-parlour, soon it was pierced by red points
of flame. They all rushed sideways, driven by the
smoke that was pouring out.
A boy saw it; he pointed upwards; the people
looked up at the window. There was the figure of
Werendonk, one arm was tearing down the blind,
the other hand held Floris by the collar; they saw
the young man beating at it. They saw the white
face of Werendonk fall forward against the window;
it broke; the sparks flew out; the whole window
space was filled with flames and smoke.
An hour later, when Frans came, the firemen were
still busy running in and out. The window of the
shop was shattered, the gable, charred black, leant
forward, showing the three black gaps of the upper
windows. He stood and looked, wringing his hands.
A neighbour led him away. When the clock struck
twelve, the street was empty save for a watchman.